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What, are her doors locked inwards ? then perchance
Our last night's auguries of some close design
By death contrived of her self-slaughterous hand
To baffle death by justice hit but right
The heart of her bad purpose.

Shrewsbury.                            Fear it not:

See where she comes, a queenlier thing to see
Than whom such thoughts take hold on,

Enter T&&BX STUART, led by two gentlemen and pre-
ceded by the Sheriff \ MARY BEATON, BARBARA
MOWBRAY, and other ladies behind, who remain in
the doorway.

Melville (kneeling to Mary).                    Woe am I,

Madam, that I must bear to Scotland back
Such tidings watered with such tears as these.

Mary Stuart, Weep not, good Melville:  rather

should your heart

Rejoice that here an end is come at last
Of Mary Stuart's long sorrows; for be sure
That all this world is only vanity.
And this record I pray you make of me,
That a true woman to my faith I die,
And true to Scotland and to France: but God
Forgive them that have long desired mine end
And with false tongues have thirsted for my blood
As the hart thirsteth for the water-brooks.
0 God, who art truth, and the author of all truth,
Thou knowest the extreme recesses of my heart,